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Now tell me, thou fair cripple,

That dumb canst scarcely see
Th' almightiness of tipple,                             35

And tr? odds 'twixt thee and thee:
What of Elysium *s missing ?
Still drinking and still kissing;
Adoring plump October:
Lord! what is man and sober ?                       40

Now is there such a trifle

As honour, the fooPs giant ?
What is there left to rifle,

When wine makes all parts pliant ?
Let others glory follow,                                 45

In their false riches wallow,
And with their grief be merry:
Leave me but love and sherry.

THE FALCON

FAIR princess of the spacious air,

That hast vouchsafed acquaintance here,

With us are quartered below stairs,

That can reach heav'n with naught but pray'rs;

Who, when our activ'st wings we try,                    5

Advance a foot into the sky;

Bright heir t' th* bird imperial,
From whose avenging pennons fall
Thunder and lightning twisted spun;
Brave cousin-german to the sun,                          10

That didst forsake thy throne and sphere,
To be an humble pris'ner here;
And, for a perch of her soft hand,
Resign the royal wood's command:

How often wouldst thou shoot heav'n's arc,        15
Then mount thyself into a lark;
And after our short faint eyes call,
When now a fly, now naught at all;
Then stoop so swift unto our sense,
As thou wert sent intelligence 1                             20

M873